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cross-examining a sahib. If the clock is yours just
slip it in your pocket."
I looked at the clock, which was, indeed, very
obviously mine. I looked at Mr. Chatagar, who was
leering at me close up to the other side of the table,
and, because he was standing on the floor below the
dais, his face almost on a level with the table, in
just about the place where my inkpot would have
been if I had been sitting at this desk at home. I
had an unaccountable desire to jab a pen into one
of his eyes. The whites were yellow, lined with red,
the iris and the pupils were very black.
G------ kept his hand on my arm, and gently
increased the pressure. Chatagar breathed across
the desk. "Mr. Principal Charles, sair, it will be
better to do everything in good order, if you want
to convict this boy."
I was nauseated . , . Chatagar's breath stank,
I have never smelled anything so foul, and his soul
stank. I put the clock in my pocket with my left
hand. "The clock is mine," I said. "Thank you."
Because I was now angry as well as nauseated, I
kept my eyes open. Mr. Chatagar raised both his
hands above his head and then dropped them
dramatically to his side.
"Mr. Collector, I crave adjournment to consult
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